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POLICE COMICS 




IF MV TIP WAS RlSHT ANP 
SASPER SEETUS'S MEN DO 
TRY TO ROB THE BANK 
TONK5HT,' T WANT THE 
PLEASURE OF TAKING 
TWEM MYSELF.' 



/' ALL CLEAR 

\Boys.' 
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*X/let 'em &et~-\ 
m& to the door before ) 

\ v^ WE ATTACK. ^ 
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^IT SAVS, "KIND FRIEND, I Am\ 
ILL AND STARVING.' PLEASE CARE \ 
FOR MY DARLING GOO-GOO AS / 
SOU WOULD YOUR OWN CMILP"// 
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'be quiet, NOW." as soon 

AS GOO-GOO'S FINISHED HIS 

BOTTLE, HE'LL DROP 

RIGHT OFF TO SLEEP.' 
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AH.* MR. BURNS.' I'M 
SO RELIEVEP THAT YOU 
HAVE COME.' WE ACE 
ABOUT TO BE6INTHE 
EXPERIMENT.' 



'DELIGHTEP, PROFESSOR ECKUM.' 
THE CHIEF ANP 1 WILL GUARP 
YOUR PRECIOUS INVENTION 
WITH OUR LIVES.' ^S _. 

1ft 




BUT YOU MUST BE CAREFUL.' ** *>J 
fSKVANUM IS A GAS TEN THOUSAND 
' TIMES LIGHTER THAN AlRf I 

BELIEVE THAT A PROP OF IT WILL RISE 
INTO THE ATMOSPHERE FASTER 
THAN THE SPEEP OF LIGHT.' 
MY EXPERIMENT SHOULD 
PROVE THAT THEORY.' 
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i ▼ I'VE GOT TO GRAB 
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Who's H0NEYBVN1 Who knows? That's the name 
his wife, MIGGS, handled him and everyone 
has forgotten his real name by now.' 

He's not a PERFECT husband, hut no one* 
PERFECT/ Little accidents that cause trouble 
can happen to anyone ~ and HONEYBVN'S 
so consistent that you naturally expect 
calamity to come of EVERYTHING he does/ 
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SA-A-AV— 
ER-WE- 

MIGHT 

(SB INTEBHSTEP 
ANEW 
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PIUS IT IN 
' HERE/ 
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'sure.' i always carry ) 

. ONE! £R — t- — — 



PARDON ME, BUD - BUtN 
IS THAT CHANDELIEf?,^/ 
AROUND YOUR NECK ) 
SO'S YOU CAN HAVE "*>, 
LIGHT WHILE CLEANING) 
IN PARK CORNERS?^/ 



CHANDELIER? 
OMIGOSH.' 



'DO YOU \ (SURE J S'MATTER. 
PAY YOUR JVsDOESN'T IT . 
ELECTRIC/ T WORK 7 
BILLS? < 




(I'LL BETCHA 
IT'S THE 
SWITCH.' 





HA- HA-HA? NOW T KNOW\ 
WHV THE CLEANER WON'T 
WORK.* 1 MUSTA BLOWN 
A FUSE WHEN I GOT/ 

TANGLED UP IN 

.THIS THING.' 
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GUterz'S nothing MANMJNTER 
and THOR enjoy more than the 
■thrill of the chase ... but even 
that excitement can pall when 
they keep chasing the same 
Strange figure again and again? 

It's no wonder they were both 
a little dizzy before they 
finally cracked the bewildering 

Case of The Vanishing 
Vagabond/ 
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Patrolman Pan Richards 
walks his night beat.... 
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HO- HWMM.' THEATRE'S 
OUT! FROM NOW ON. 
THIS STREET'lL BE AS 
PEADASIAST WEEK'S 
NEWSPAPERS ,' 
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|A short time later 



\7 NOW THAT PAN 
Ku/CWAKPSfSOFFPUTY, 
r MANHUNTER CAN TAKE 

OVER AGAIN.' THE 
t>MVSTERYOFTHAT 
. VANISHING VA6ABCNP 

INTKIGUES 
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LUCKILY MY SCRAP BOOK 
ESCAPED THE FLAMES'.' 
READ THIS ANP I THINK 
YOU'LL SEE THE TRUTH/ 
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THE moors dripped and seemed to breath a 
lethal mist. The half-light of evening didn't 
penetrate this odious mist, and on the lower 
reaches of the moor the growing things sagged 
under their weight of dampness. 

Ben La Farge slogged through the mists, a 
gay tune on his lips. The day*s hunt had been 
good, and his jacket sagged .under a full quota 
of ducks. He'd enjoy reaching the great, bright 
house on the hill where he'd have a fine dinner. 
Later that night he'd be off to visit his fiance, 
Grace Worth, who lived just over the moor -a 
few miles. 

Ben began a new tune as he swung up to the 
path leading home. 

Hobbs, the butler, was excitedly phoning the 
police when Ben entered the front door. Ben 
halted, startled, and listened to Hobbs' state- 
ment to headquarters. With* a gasp the butler 
hung up the instrurnent and turned horrified 
eyes on Ben. 

"Your father, sir, he — he's—" 

"What!" cried Ben. "What's the matter with 
Dad?" 

But Hobbs couldn't answer, and Ben threw 
his coat and hat on the floor and dashed for his 
father's library in the west wing of the big house. 

"Dad!" he cried as he hurried into the book- 
filled study. "Dad!" 

The old man sitting in the huge chair with 
his back toward the door didn't respond. He 
looked as if he were sleeping. Ben ran across the 
room and around in front of his father. "Dad!" 
he said softly. 

No response. Ben put out his hand and shook 
the old man gently. The head rolled sidewise. 
The eyes were open, sightless There was a 
peaceful expression on the dead man's classic 
face 

"Oh, Dad!" 

^Frantically then Ben began an examination 
of his father. The old man had always enjoyed 
good health No heart trouble None of the 
ills that usually strike men of seventy. What 
had happened? No marks anywhere 

It was the coroner, who arrived a few min- 
utes later, that made the discovery. A tiny hole, 
like a needle puncture, was found at the base 
of the old man's brain.' It was so small that 
only a single drop of blood had oozed out and 
congealed. 



But what made it?" cried young Ben. "It 
looks like an jce pick, or hat pin — " 

"Yes, my boy." The coroner shook his head. 
"It is just as much a mystery to me as to you. 
But the officers will surely turn up something. 
They are now interviewing the servants. May 
I ask, did your father, Sir John, have any en- 
emies?" 

Ben shook his head. "None that I know of. 
Naturally, anyone in his business — collecting 
rare items — runs into some rivalry, especially 
when one is in the habit of paying fabulous 
prices' for a piece he wanted, as my father al- 
ways did." ' 

Inspector Horn stepped into the room. After 
the introductions — 

"About this Mark Henders, your father's sec- 
retary," he began. 

Ben said quickly, "Oh, Mark's all right. Dad 
swore by him — but I don't see how — '^ 

"Exactly," said the Inspector. "That's what 
has me troubled. Your father's study has only 
one door, the one leading into that little ante- 
room where Mark has his office. All the, win- 
dows in the study are locked, from the inside. 
There is no fireplace, nor any secret panels. 
Whoever killed your father, must have come 
through the ante-room, yet Henders swears no 
one did." 

Ben looked puzzled. "W-what was he killed 
with? I mean, could there be some mistake 
about that little hole?" 

"I doubt it very much." The Inspector looked 
grave. "I believe when the autopsy is performed 
we'll find that your father died of a most deadly 
poison, injected by some sort of hypodermic." 

The La Farge case dragged on for days, and 
no one got anywhere. Poison was found in the 
body of Sir John La Farge. But of motive, o' 
murderer, there was no clue. 

Ben's nerves were frayed to the breaking 
point. Then one evening he read in the London 
Times that the famous young American cetec- 
tive, Richard Mace, was in town. Ben called 
the hotel where he was staying and WW for- 
tunate to find him in. He quickly detailed the 
situation. 

"Yes, Mr. La Farge." said 'Pick, "I've been 
reading about the case. A nasty business — yes — 
But of course if you wish. Although Scotland 
Yard— " 
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And that was how Dick Mace got on the 
trail of an eerie mystery. 

The first thing Dick did was to again exam- 
ine everybody who was known to have been 
in the house at the time of the murder. He 
was particularly careful of Mark Henders. But 
Mark was so positive that no one could have 
got past him that Dick gave up and began 
looking elsewhere. , 

As yet, no arrest had been made, but Dick 
knew that Mark Henders was slated to be pick- 
ed up the next morning. He was, after all, the 
leading suspect. 

And sure enough, early the following morn- 
ing, the police arrived and took Mark away 
with them. 

It was then Dick learned about something 
that made him start a new tack. The butler, 
Hobbs, had inadvertently dropped a hint when 
Dick questioned him about any changes having 
been made in La Farge's study. 

"No changes, sir, have ever been made in 
that room in the 19 years I have served the 
master." said Hobbs. "But a couple of weeks 
ago the master bought a new antique piece and 
had it placed in the study." 

Dick brightened. "Yes? What?" 

"The chair, sir. That chair in which lie was 

found dead. It was a most valuable piece, sir, 

and very rare." 

Dick hurried to the study and began a minute 
examination of the chair. Aside from being 
beautifully hand carved — definitely a very old 
Italian work of art — -there was nothing strange 
about the chair. 

That afternoon Dick spent in the library 
poring over ancient manuscripts and books on 
the subject of antique furniture. He made one 
discovery. He found out who had made the 
chair purchased by the late Sir John. Only 
there had been two chairs of identical work- 
manship built by the early artist. 

Dick ran his finger down the fine print. Then 
he came to the name of the builder, Cariccio 
(1639-1707). 

Dick's next task was to look up several Lon- 
don dealers in rare furniture. After five tries, 
he found his man, one Aaron Devilbuus, a Hol- 
lander. 

"And these Cariccio chairs," said Dick. "You 
say Sir John bought both of them and had 
them sent to his home." 

"Dot iss right, Mynheer Mace." replied the 
Dutchman. '-For fifteen t'ousandt poundts I sell 
dose rare chairs of Cariccio. Mynheer La Farge 
take dem home immediately." 

"But there is only one chair," said Dick. "The 
one he was murdered in. Where is the other?" 
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"Ah-hh!" said Devilbuus softly. -So iss? Den 
de vun he die in — it iss — " 

"I'll soon know whether it is or not," said 
Dick. "Of course I'm certain it is. But Wte^j I 
want to know is, where is the other one?" 

As he drove speedily back to the La Farge 
home, Dick had formulated a plan to trap the 
murderer. First, lie stopped off at headquarter* 
and asked to have Mark Henders released in 
custody and brought back to the house. His wish 
was granted. When he arrived, he had to wait 
only a half hour before the suspect came in 
with two officers. In the interim he had made 
a careful examination of the chair. 

He was in the study when the officers brought 
Mark in. 

"Now," said Dick, "in order to reconstruct 
this case I'd like to have Mr. Henders sit in 
that chair a moment — " 

"No!" cried Mark, paling. "No, no! I — " 

"Why not?" Dick demanded. "Sit down 
Mark!" 

Cautiously the secretary sat. Sat very stiff 
and erect. His face was a white musk. 

"Lean back. Mark. It's a comfortable chair." 

"No, I tell you — he died in this chair." 

Dick shoved him back hard. "Now," he said, 
"run your hands over the arms, Mark. Feel 
that fine carving." 

Henders leaped out of the chair and headed 
for a window, but one of the officers tripped 
him. 

He ^ . your ^Tlan • gentlemen," said Dick. "He 
was afraid to touch those arms, because there 
was a secret spring in the right one — a spring 
that actuated a hollow needle filled with dead- 
ly poison. The needle that pierced Sir John'* 
brain. Only, I took the trouble to remove the 
needle some time ago." 

Dick now turned full upon Mark. "What I 
want to know, Mark," said he, "is where you 
put the other chair — the harmless one." 

Mark was silent, sullen. The officer to whom 
he was handcuffed gave the cuffs a little twist. 
Mark cried out. The cuffs tightened, threatened 
to break his wrist. 



"All right," he cried, "I'll tell. I burned the 
other one in the furnace." 

"You burned the one Sir John meant to have 
in his study. Is that right?" demanded Dick. 
Mark nodded 

"And Mark's motive, gentlemen," said Dick, 
"was the usual one: murder for money. Sir 
John had stipulated a large sum on his death 
to be paid young Mark Naturally, being Sir 
John's private secretary, Mark saw that will.'' 
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Here's a. GOOD LOOK at two crooks the 
cops have yearned to see . . - 
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I SAW 'EM 
FROM BEHIND- 
BIG GUy AND A 
LITTLE ONE -J 

1 fff/h 


B^MIGHT BE ^ 
F SNICK ROLLV \ 

1 AND STUB ADAIR.' 
THEY'VE STARTED 

I GRABBING 
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LOOK, now: 
DO THESE 
LOOK LIKE THE 
THIEVES YOU 
SAW? 
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HE LOOKS PEACEFUL, HAPPY 
AFTER THAT BAWLING OUT 
DOLAN GAVE HIM/ 
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I GOT THE MUG, 1 

1 COMMISSIONER.'! 
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f RIGHT.' 
( HERE'S THE 
V JEWELRY.' 


^T And lots more \ 

1 LOOT FROM OTHER / 
A ROBBERIES.' L 
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I SAW THE WHOLE 

SCHEME WHEN I SPUN THE 

ORGAN'S CRANK IN YOUR 

OFFICE —THERE WASN'T 

ANY MUSIC, SO THE SETUPy 

WAS A FAKE! 



BAH.' THEREU\ 
BE PLENTY OF 
MUSIC NOW — 

yOU SINGING 
YOUR OWN 
PRAISES! / 
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"PLAY AMERICAS GREATEST GAME. 

Now packed with new electrical excitement, a thrill- 
ing new principle. You and your opponent are 
quarterback — field general! Smart football 
usually wins. Imagine this" Score 7 to 7 
, * . only two minutes to play. You call for 
a long pass, trick play or end run . • . ZINGO! 
the lights flash * . . Us over tor a touchdown and 
win. $2.50 

TESTING KIT Have fun testing your electric 
game circuits. Complete with directions and two 
standard flashlight batteries, 50 cents* 

Games opmr&tm on two standard flashlight batteries crvaf labia 
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TOUCHDOWN and VICTORY 1 

FAST ACTION . . . EVIRY SECONO 

(CC&UC BASEBALL The mos 

realistic game ever made. Pitcher con- 
trols the speed of a steel ball; Batter 
"swings" by pressing a contact button as 
the ball crosses the plate. Instantly the pi 
P flashes on Hie multiple lighted electric diamond. 
Thrilling action! It's ELECTRIC! 52.50 

&teC&UC BOWLING Its fascinating. 
Demands skill through coordination of 
eye and hand to score spares and strikes. S2.M) 

at your neighborhood store, $2,50 without batteries. 



Mail Today - Money Bock Guarantee 




LIGHT PLAY STOVE, 

100% safe. Turn either one of the 
two levers, and there's a lovely red 
glow, but no heat to burn little fin- 
gers. LIGHTS UP. LOOKS REAL. 
Heavy lacquered white washable 
card stock reinforced with wood- 
Sturdily built. 13 x 6 x 7 inches. 
Batteries included. $2.00 



ELECTRIC GAME CO, INC. 
463 Front Street.. Holyoke, Mass. 

Gentlemen: I enclose 5 

Please ship Postpaid items marked (X) 



H tLECTIIC i A SHALL 
( J IUCTIIC I0WUNO 
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L_|. GLOWUGHT H*f STOVE WW 



Name 

Street. 

Town 



State 



ftOR*Y, NO COD. OtfPERS AT CHRISTMAS TIM* *9 THEY DEL*Y SHIPMENTS 
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